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When storms have swoln the rivers, and their blasts
Have breached the broad sea-banks with stress of

sea,

That waves of inland and the main make war
As men that mix and grapple; though his ranks
Were more to number than all wildwood leaves
The wind waves on the hills of all the world,
Yet should the heart not faint, the head not fall,
The breath not fail of Athens.    Say, the Gods      740
From Hps that have no more on earth to say
Have told thee this the last good news or ill
That I shall speak in sight of earth and sun
Or he shall hear and see them: for the next
That ear of his from tongue of mine may take
Must be the first word spoken underground
From dead to dead in   darkness.     Hence;   make

haste,

Lest war's fleet foot be swifter than thy tongue
And I that part not to return again
On him that comes not to depart away                 750

Be fallen before thee ; for the time is full,
And with such mortal hope as knows not fear
I go this high last way to the end of all.